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Shambolic Service 


Author's Notes: 
Written for the \"Fast Food\" square on my Band-It Bingo Card in a world where Metallica moonlight as demon 


hunters. 


"You want fries with that? 


"Yeah, make it---" Lars screeched to a verbal halt and looked, really looked, at the pimply faced kid behind the 


counter. "Are you.. fuck, James, is that a fucking zombie?" 


The kid scowled right back at him and adjusted his red baseball cap. The red really brought out the grey pallor 
of his skin. "Actually," he said, "we prefer ‘the living dead’ or ‘differently alive’. So fries? Yes or no." 


"You're shitting me, right?" Lars grabbed at James's arm, fingers digging deep into the bicep, and dragged him 
back a few steps into the illusion of privacy. "He's shitting me, isn't he? This is some fucked up fucking fake 
shit, right?" 


James blinked blearily under the harsh fluorescent lights and rocked back on his heels. It was late and the 
bright, cheerful cookie-cutter decor inside McDonald's looked all kinds of fucking creepy. And now there were 
zombies. Zombies, not half-asleep people shuffling their way through existence. His fingers itched for a gun 


then reached up reflexively to stifle a yawn 
"Dude! Do you want fries with that?" 


"Yeah, we'll have fries," James said, prising Lars's fingers from his arm and shoving him over toward the tiny 
formica table where Cliff and Kirk sat, heads sleepily leaning together. He thrust a fistful of bills at the 
zombie, who still looked pretty fucking normal, and tried not to stare while he waited for the food. Fast food? 


Fucking slow-ass food, but, now that he came to think about it.. it made a sort of perverse sense. 


When James banged the tray down and slid into the remaining seat, Kirk was waving his hands wildly, Lars was 
looking increasingly pissed, and Cliff just looked faintly bewildered and more zombie-like than the actual zombie 


behind the counter. 


"See?" Kirk's face (and tone, there was a definite tone) said plainly / fucking fold you so. "| fucking told you that 
these places were evil, man. Just look at the fucking manager.” He flung out a hand toward a shambling figure 
who had jointed the looking-surprisingly-good-for -being-dead zombie behind the counter and was trying to pick 
out the too-old burgers from the new. He dropped as many as he managed to pick up. It was painful to watch. 


"I totally told you fast food was evil but would you fuckers believe me? Noooo. And now look, there's fucking 


zombies everywhere. Its the fucking apocalypse!" 
Kirk was building up to a fully-fledged rant; James headed him off at the pass: "So, what kind are they?" 


Lars leaned forward and said, around a mouthful of burger, "What do you mean, what fucking kind? They're 
fucking zombies! There are kinds?" 


Kirk sat back in his chair and steepled his fingers like a college professor. "Well, there's slow-moving, brain- 
eating and fast-moving. These look like, well, just look at em. They're slow-moving fuckers. Dunno if they eat 
brains, but fuck, we can just y'know dodge em" 

James cast a glance around the restaurant. Aside from the grey skin-tone, and a certain lack of hand-eye 
coordination, it was hard to tell the humans from the zombies. And, if he was being really honest with himself, 
he'd probably looked worse than some of the actual zombies mid-tour after too much Jager and too little 
sleep. But still.. zombies.. undead motherfuckers.. any self-respecting hunter should take care of the situation 
"So.. we killing these fuckers or what?" Cliff sat up and pushed his hair out of his face. 

James started; he'd almost forgotten that Cliff was there. 


They turned to take another look. The surprisingly perky zombie (and near-zombie) staff were snacking on the 


old, timed-out burgers. The blissed out expressions on their faces were almost cute. 

"| think,” Kirk said tipping his head to one side, "that they're harmless. Well, mostly harmless. They seem to 
prefer burgers to--" he dropped his voice, just in case, "--delicious brains." Behind him, the staff were stil 
devouring their burgers, waxed paper wrappers and all, adding weight to his words. 

He suddenly paled. 

"L. | just had a thought. What's really in these burgers?" 

Lars, chewing with his mouth open, turned and stared at Kirk. 

| mean.. did you ever see Soylent Green?" 

Lars stopped chewing and shook his head silently. 

Cliff said softly, "Oh shit---" and shuddered. A moment passed. Lars still looked blank 


Kirk and Cliff exchanged a glance, then yelled together, "It's people!" 


The chatter in the already-quiet restaurant died a sudden death and everyone (zombies and people) stared at 
them. 


Lars pushed his half-eaten burger away from him and looked slightly nauseous. "lm never eating this shit 


again" 


Right about then, one of the zombies lost his finger in the fryer which pretty much sealed the deal. 


